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Beginnings 


It was a cold and dreary day today in London. Nothing new. The rain caressed roughly against my window pane, 
obscuring my vision of the street below me, reminding me of how bored | was. The clock in the corner of my 


room ticked noisily, and | glared at my pen and paper. 
All| wanted to do was something. Something to get my mind off of my boredom and onto something else. 
Sighing, | quietly spoke aloud to no one in particular. "I'm gonna go for a walk" 


| stood up from my chair, pushing it back so | could step away from my desk to go get into some decent 


clothes and a jacket. | was still in my pajamas for crying out loud. 


| solemnly walked into my room, and opened the top drawer of my dresser. | scanned its contents briefly 


before shrugging, and chose a black v-neck t-shirt that hugged tightly around my waist. | frowned at the 


other contents in that drawer, or lack there of. | reached below it and pulled out the second drawer. Without 
looking | simply grabbed a pair of washed out bell bottom jeans. | smiled slightly, fingering the hem and trailing 
down to the pant leg. 


Slipping into my chosen garments, | grabbed a black scarf and an old leather jacket from my closet. | also pulled 
my shoes on and trudged out my door. 


A shiver wracked my body as a breeze blew from behind. | crossed my arms over my chest in an effort to 
keep warm." your crazy." | muttered to myself, making a sharp left and then turning into a small record 


store. So much for walking. 


When | strode in, the musky smell of vinyl invaded my nose. | closed my eyes in reverence, enjoying the scent 
of the aged vinyl coverings mixed with dust. | don't know what it was about, but that smell always made me 


feel..like home. Music had always been my home. 


"Good morning, Miss. Is there anything | can help you with?" The cashier asked me from behind his counter. He 
was a large burly man with small eyes and a moustache. "No, that's quite fine, I'm alright thank you." | replied, 


shoving a lock of my dark brown hair behind my ear. 


| weaved in and out of the aisles, stacks upon stacks of Vinyl surrounded me. Before | knew it, | found myself 
handling a Robert Johnson album. It was coated in dust, and the once plastic sleeve that must have been 
perfectly clear in its day had turned to a murky, dull gray color. | turned it over and began studying the back. 
An outline of the record was visibly noticeable through the cardboard, and there was a coffee stain on the 


bottom left hand corner. 


"That's quite a find you got there." | heard a soft voice say from behind, snapping me out of my thoughts. | 
turned around to see a tall man dressed in black He had medium length silver hair and almost emerald green 
eyes. "Yeah it is. You know Robert Johnson?" | asked quizzically. The man looked eerily familiar, but | couldn't 
quite place it. "Absolutely! One of the greatest blues players from the south!" He smiled, sounding genuinely 
enthused. | noticed when he smiled, creases formed at the corner of his eyes. It was, dare | say, cute. 


"Yeah, my favorite song though is a tough tie between ‘Hellhound on my Trail and ‘Terraplane Blues'" | smirked, 


glancing down at the album again. "It's nice seeing a pretty young thing know good music." He muttered, almost 
to himself. | felt a blush threaten to creep to my face. "Oh I'm sorry, | should've properly introduced myself. 
My name is James Page, but | insist that you call me Jimmy." He grinned holding out his hand for me to shake. 


Then it clicked. | almost dropped the record | was holding. Jimmy Page. THE Jimmy Page. As in led zeppelins 
esteemed guitarist. The man, the mystery, the legend. Standing right in front of me. He even called me pretty. | 
felt like fainting right then and there. 


‘Loretta.or Letti for short" | said shakily, cautiously reaching out to shake his hand. His hand felt warm and 


calloused against my skin, and his long slender fingers wrapped comfortably around my palm. 


"Loretta." He repeated, my name dripping off his tongue. "Very nice to meet you." He added with another 


cheery smile. "Likewise." 


"Likewise indeed. So tell me, what other music are you interested in?" He asked gently, his eyes glistening in the 
light above our heads. | couldn't believe this. | was TALKING to Jimmy Page. "Um.! mainly listen to a lot of 
blues. And jazz, and rock. I'm pretty much a mix of everything before 1989" 


"Why before 1989?" He asked inquisitively. | cracked a small smile, the corners of my lips turning up. "Because 
all the good music was before ‘81 | said simply. | watched as Jimmy chuckled, it was soft and almost whispery. 
"What kind of music do you like, Mr. Page?" | enquired, putting the Robert Johnson album back in its place and 


sifting through some more vinyl. 


"A little bit of everything. Though I'm surprised someone your age knows who Robert Johnson was..and that 
one of their favorite songs is ‘Terraplane Blues." He added with a knowing wink. | blushed slightly. We then 
began talking about things we both liked to do, and decided to move our conversation to someplace else, winding 


up at a small pub for tea 


| avoided bringing up his career in Led Zeppelin. | didn't want him to think that | was an overly excited fan girl. 
Though it was true, Led Zeppelin were one of my favorite bands. It was just their sound. They were so hard 
and fast and heavy. Their music just spoke to me in such an indescribable way. There was just something 


about it. A wisdom. A liberation that each and every song held. 


"So Letti," Jimmy began, bringing me out of my thoughts and into reality. "Do you play anything? What else do 


you like to do?" | breathed nervously. "Um.| write poetry. Bob Dylan and Jim Morrison are major muses for me 


when | write. And like you," | gestured to him with a forward movement of my right hand, "l'm a guitarist. 
Though | am positively sure I'm not as good as you are." | laughed. Jimmy smiled genuinely at me, resting his 


head on his hands. He was staring intensely at me with those green eyes, his brow neatly furrowed in thought. 


"Oh nonsense. It just takes time. I'd like to read your work, though. You seem very insightful. How old are you?" 
He asked politely, tilting his head a little bit and leaning forward. "Last time | checked | was about 22." | said, 
smiling a little at my light "joke" and taking a sip of my tea. It felt warm as it enveloped my mouth and slid 
down my throat. 


Jimmy pursed his lips, a slight mischievous look flashing over his features. "So young.." He crooned, then ended 
up laughing at himself. | smirked behind my mug at his innuendo. "I'm sorry... He apologized, hardly being able to 
contain his giddy excitement. "Oh don't worry about it. It's fine really, | don't mind" | assured him, reaching 
across the table and poking his arm. His eyes lit up playfully, and under the table he brushed his knee against 


mine. | gave him a curious look, feeling my body grow warm. 


Well it was no lie that James Page was still very attractive, even for someone who had almost 4 decades on 
me. His hair was thick and wavy despite the silver. He only had a few wrinkles here and there from smiling so 
much, and he was still fit. His hands were long and slender, like mine. A guitarists hands. And his lips when he 
would make that pout.. 


Jimmy sighed, a small grin framing his face. He glanced quickly at his watch and inhaled deeply. "Damn," he 
cursed looking back at me with regret. "It's 614.1 must be going. 'm so sorry, love." He spoke fast, and stood 
up from his seat, offering me a hand. "No no your fine. Your a busy man, | know." | said, taking his hand. He 
smiled gratefully. "Is there a number | can reach you at?" He asked shyly. | nodded and scribbled my number 
down on a napkin for him. "I'll call you tomorrow. Maybe we can arrange something? A jam session maybe, I'd 


like to see what you got" 


| smiled, and added a sultry tone to my voice as | whispered in his ear, "and I'd like to see if you've still got it." 
| don't know why | was so daring with this man. | just felt so comfortable in his presence, and | could sense the 


same feeling emanating from him. And a mixture of something else. A dark allurance maybe? 


Jimmy grinned down at me, a playful glint in his eyes. "You'll have to wait and see then now won't you?" He 
countered, and turned to walk out the door. He left money on the table for the waiter and left, the door bells 


jingling, signaling his departure. 


| walked home that night feeling refreshed and a little nervous. As | quietly stepped in through my door, | 
slipped my shoes off and shut it. | made my way over to my couch and picked up my acoustic guitar, gently 
strumming through the intro of Black Country Woman, one of my favorite Zeppelin songs. It felt good, the way 
| caressed the neck and gently tickled the strings over the sound hole. As | sped up into the second verse, | 
thought about Jimmy and what tomorrow would be like. | chuckled at myself for flirting with him today. But it 
was only fair. He did flirt with me, or at least | thought so. 


"Hm." | mused, entertaining my now less innocent thoughts that were surfacing. | thought about what it would 
be like if Jimmy touched me like he played his guitar.or to feel his lips on mine, his fingers..well you fill in the 
rest. | shook my head. He was way out of my league, and society frowned upon the age gap that we had. 


The age part didn't bother me much. Age was just a number to me. 


Sighing, | finished up the song | was playing and set my guitar on its stand again. This time | grabbed my 
writing journal. It was old, a hand me down from my grandmother. The pages were an aged yellow, and the 
edges of the paper were torn and chipped. | grabbed a pen from my pocket and began to write out some 
poetry. 


No one ever told me 
That | could 
No one ever told me 


| wouldn't fail 


| stopped there and decided | would finish it later. My poetry wasn't really that good. That was something | 
needed to get out. Sort of a, well, | read don't know what. | yawned and tossed the book to the side. | stood up 


and made my way to my bedroom. 


| climbed in bed and huffed, putting my cellphone next to me on my lampstead. | closed my eyes, drowning out 
the noise outside and retreating again to my thoughts of Jimmy. | know | was just fooling myself, but | couldn't 
help it. | felt my eyes grow heavy and fell under. My breathing slowed and | felt myself fall asleep. 


We're off to see the wizard, the wonderful Wizard 
named Jimmy Page 


Greased and slicked down fine, groovy leather trim 

| groaned, bringing my hand over my eyes trying savor the last remnants of sleep 
Like the way you hold the road, mama it ain't no sin 

Talking bout love 

Talking about love 

Talkin’ bout- 


Sighing, | reached over and grabbed my phone from my side, pressing the answer call button and bringing it to 
my ear. "Hello?.." | answered groggily, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. 


"Loretta? It's Jimmy.” 


| inhaled sharply, yesterday's events flooding back into my memory. | felt my stomach do a slight flip. 
‘Jimmy.hi how are you?" | asked him, sitting up against my head board and running my fingers through my 


hair. "I'm good, thank you for asking. How are you?" 


"Well you woke me up, so I'm kinda tired." | chuckled, smirking. | heard Jimmy breathe on the other end. 
"Terribly sorry love | didn't mean-" | cut him off. "I was kidding, you're fine don't worry.” 


"Oh," he began, sighing in relief. The poor man. The way he was reacting made me blush. This was cute. His 
nervousness and stumbling through sentences. "I just wanted to know if you were still willing to come over 


today. | know we just met and all but." He stopped for a moment. A short silence ensued. "Please?" 


| thought for a minute. Jimmy Page was inviting me to his house. To play guitar. To spend time with him. | 


nearly fainted at such an honor. 


"Letti?" He spoke again. | sighed. "Sure Jimmy. I'd love to. just need direct-" 


"Don't worry about that,love. I'll send a cab." 


"Oh no, you don't need to do that." 


"| insist." 


“Jimmy-" 


"Nope." 


"Jim-" 


"Not listening, fa la la la la la" | let out an exasperated sigh, bringing my palm to my face and pinching the 
bridge of my nose. "Okay Jimmy. You win" | said, swinging my legs over the side of my bed to get dressed. "l 
knew | would. The cab will be there in 20 minutes. Bring your guitar if you wish." He replied cockily. "Aye aye 


Captain" | answered back. "Good. See you then, love." 


"Bye Jim-" 


"Wait, Letti, hold on" | heard him say briskly on the other end. | rolled my eyes. "Yes?" 


"Before you hang up, just one question?" Jimmy began, sounding a little desperate. "What's your address so | 
know where to send the cab?" He asked shyly. | mentally slapped myself. OF course, how in the holy hell was | 
supposed to get there if he didn't even know where | lived? Stupid. Quickly, | gave him the street name and flat 


number. “Thank you love." He said, relieved "No problem, Mr. Page." 


"See you soon?" 


"See you soon" 


| sighed and hit the ‘end button, smiling slightly. | was going to the home of Jimmy Page. THE Jimmy Page. 
Inhaling sharply out of pure excitement, | swung my legs over my bed and went to pick out my clothes for the 
day. | snatched a red v-neck tshirt that hugged my torso and a pair of faded blue jeans. | wasn't trying to get 
dressed up, | hated looking pretty. But, this was Jimmy Page, | at least wanted to look halfway decent. 


Taking my clothes into the bathroom, | set them on the sink counter and began to proceed with my normal 
morning routine. Take a shower, get dressed, brush my teeth and put on a little make up. The whole rine yards. 


When | finished, | didn't bother touching my hair. | liked the way my waves framed my face. | would never 
admit that vanity, though. 


As | finished applying some mascara and a thin line of brown eyeliner, | walked out into my living room, grabbed 
a book, and started to read to pass the time. 


Knock. Knock. 


| was about halfway through my book when | heard the rapture at my door. ‘That must be the driver. | 
thought. | got up from my seat and quickly made my way to the door, my hand feeling clammy as | reached 
for the knob, turning it. A man in his late 30's with medium length dark hair and Amber eyes greeted me with 


a smile smile. "Ms. Loretta?" 


"The one and only." | confirmed. "Mr. Page sent for you. Are you ready to get going?" He asked politely, neatly 
folding his hands in front of him. "Yeah, all set. Just let me go grab my things." | turned around, leaving the 
door slightly ajar as | went to grab my guitar. 


The drive was a rough 35-40 minutes from A to B, but the scenery made it worth the while. The farms, 
forests, and fields rolled by, vibrantly green from the storm of yesterday. To my surprise, it was still thriving 
after the bitter winds that tore through England. 


| sighed, and leaned my head against the window. 


"You know, Mr. Page usually doesn't send for people." The driver, whom | had come to know as Nicholas, spoke. | 


gave him a somewhat interested look as if to say Oh? 


"Indeed, Miss." He added, making a left onto a dirt road. The trees were denser as we travelled further. | could 


tell that the shocks on the car weren't in the very best condition from all the bouncing around we were doing. 


Soon enough, the road ended. | directed my eyes forward and saw what appeared to be an oldern style manor. 
It looked more like a castle to me, but what was the difference? | took a deep breath as | felt my muscles 
tense. So this was the place. The house of the legendary guitar lord, Jimmy Page. 


"Here you go" Nicholas spoke, driving up to the front door and shifting the gear into ‘park’. | sighed, pushing a 
straying lock of hair behind my ear. "Have fun" He added, winking at me as | stepped out to grab my guitar. 
My nervousness was beginning to catch up with me, and | could feel the pounding of my heart in my chest. | 
walked behind the car and heard the signaling ‘click’ of the trunk. | lifted the top, bent over, and reached for 
my guitar, grasping my fingers around the straps. When | closed it, | nodded to Nicholas through the rearview 


mirror and turned on my heel. 


"Nice view, sad you ruined it." Jimmy was leaning against his door frame, deep in thought, a mischevious smile 
playing about his lips. | rolled my eyes. "My apologies." Typical men. His smile grew wider as | made the first 
two steps, guitar in hand. "So glad you could make it, Love. Come in, come in, you look divine." He greeted 
enthusiastically. | guess | wasn't the only one who had been excited. Jimmy pulled me into a quick embrace, his 


arms wrapped around my waist. 


| froze up a bit in shock, but then relaxed. His body felt warm as it connected with mine, but that feeling left 


as quickly as it came. 


"Hi, Jimmy." | smiled curtly, looking up at him. Jimmy grinned, reaching down and taking my guitar case and 


leading me inside. As we entered, | felt a rush of warm air hit me, making me involuntarily shiver. ‘Sorry, 


Love." He apologized, setting the case off to the side as | adjusted to my new surroundings. "Nothing to be 
sorry for." | told him. 


Inside, there was only dim lighting. The curtains were drawn, and everything was well furnished. ‘Must pay to 
be a Rock star.Guy must really like the dark: | thought quietly. "You have a very beautiful home." | 


complimented as Jimmy motioned for me to follow him. 


"Thank you." He said gratefully, leading me into his kitchen. | could tell that that was our destination from a 
warm smell in the air. "Whatcha makin’ Mr. Page?" | asked him, nodding off to the stove as we entered. "Oh, 
just some breakfast and tea really. Here, have a seat." He pulled out a chair from his oak dining table. | sat 


down, resting my hands in my lap. "Thank you." | said. Jimmy gave me small smile. "Would you like some 


breakfast?" 
"No thank you." | declined politely. 


"Oh, please?" He begged, accentuating on the word ‘please’. | tried my damndest not to laugh. "l'm okay, really, 
Mr. Page." 


"Oh, skip the formalities. Now, just call me Jimmy.’ 


"Okay, fine. Jimmy." | repeated as he walked over to his stove, stirring something unknown in a pan. | heard 
Jimmy snicker as he turned off the burner. "And, as | was saying, | want you to try this." He stated firmly, 
reaching up to grab a couple of plates out of his cupboard. | shook my head and watched him move. His back 
was to me, his silver hair glowing like a halo, the sun illuminating it from a window in front of him. He was 
standing straight up, and | reveled in the fact that | could see the subtle details of his broad shoulders and 
back profile. As my eyes travelled lower, | noticed how his blackblazer fit him snugly. ‘Damn son.: | thought 
silently. 


| must have said it out loud, because Jimmy's head whipped around to see me oggling. "What was that?" He 
asked innocently, a smug smile and a raised brow as he walked over with two plates in hand. He set one down in 
front of me, the golden scrambled eggs and bacon emitting a warm scent, wafting through my nostrils. 


"Nothing." | said quickly. "I didn't say anything.’ 


"Sure." He quipped, slow and sarcastic, but at the same time gentle and playful. | inhaled and lifted my fork 
from the table, taking a bite. 


When the food entered my mouth, | nearly dropped my everything in hand. "Oh my god.Jimmy, this is 


phenomenal!" | exclaimed, covering my mouth. | noticed Jimmy blush in embarassment, as he quickly looked 


away, glancing downward. "Old Page family recipe." He cited softly, shifting in his seat. "You must tell me 


sometime." | furthered. | wanted to see if he would blush again, just out of curiousity and slight amusement. 


Jimmy put an index finger to his lips. "Sh.Secret." He whispered, looking around and over his shoulder as if 
someone else were in the room, listening in on our conversation. There was that playful manner again, which 
could be seen in his eyes as the late morning light danced through them. "I'll tell you sometime. Maybe later." 
He said, giving me a short wink. | felt a heat rise to my neck, and subconciously tugged at my shirt collar. | 
noticed Jimmy's eyes travel from mine, doown my neck, and to the low dip that exposed just enough to leave 
the mind its imagination. Jimmy snapped his gaze bact to mine, his eyes looking like those of a buck caught in 
the glare of an automobile's headlights. He immediately turned to his food and took a bite of his eggs. 


Though | would never admit to anyone that | actually didn't mind him looking me over, but the fact that he 


seemed even the closest to flustered intrigued me. 

Jimmy Page, flustered over- 

"So, Letti," He begand, resting his elbows on the table. "I see you brought your guitar. What did you bring?" 
| flashed him a mischevious grin. "Who wants to know?" 

"Why, me of course." 

| leaned forward a bit, glancing left and right before making eye contact. "It's a secret" 


Jimmy sat back in his chair, brow raised. | shooked my head and chuckled quietly to myself. "Honestly, | don't 
know what | have in there. All | know is that it is older than me." | laughed, finishing off my plate. | looked down 
at Jimmy's and noticed he finished a long time ago. Instinctively, | reached across and grabbed his plate and 
silverware. | neatly put it on top of mine, and stood. Jimmy immediately shot up. "You don't have to do that, 
love." He chimed, walking around the table to stand in front of me. "Oh no, please, Jimmy, | insist." | told him, 
starting to make my way towards the sink, but Jimmy cut me off. "Give." He said, polite but intense. "No. I've 
got it. You. Move." | sidestepped him but he mimicked me. "Nope." He moved closer, the plates in my hands 
almost touching his chest. "Jimmy," | began, my voice sounding like a mother's. 'Letti.."Instantly, the plates were 
snatched out of my hand. | gasped, surprised that he was that quick. "I had that Jimmy." | whine, placing a hand 


on my waist. 


"Too bad" He quipped, flashing that trademark smile of his from over his shoulder. | heard the plates clatter in 


the sink, and watched him turn to look at me. "| want to show you something.” 


Enjoy the Music 


Jimmy led me through a couple of corridors before we reached a cherry wood door at the end of a hallway. 


He gestured to me. "Go ahead. Open it." 


As soon as | stepped through, my breath hitched. There were guitars. Everywhere. No walls, just guitars and 
cases. All of the place. "Oh my god" | breathed. "Do you like it?" Jimmy asked. | gazed at him with big brown 

doe eyes. "Like it? Jimmy. love it. Your collection is huge." | couldn't even think straight as | stepped further 
into the heaven that made my body buzz with ecstasy. 


"Thats not the only thing thats huge." | thought | heard him mutter wryly under his breath. But | was 99.9% 
sure it was just my imagination | returned my attention back to the guitars that. Les Pauls, Telecasters, 
strats, acoustics. They either adorned the walls or were a hidden surprise in the black cases that layed about. 


| noticed two wooden stools in a back corner surrounded by amplifiers. 

And then | saw it. The ZoSo amp. 

| strided towrards it, and when | was close enough, | kneeled down and reached out, my fingers briskly scraping 
against the mesh. "Wow..." | heard Jimmy's footsteps near me, and | stood to face him. His fingers were 
clutched around the neck of his signature "Number two" Les Paul, and from the look in his eyes, there was a 
noteable reverence between him and that instrument he held 

The guitar itself was gorgeous. The neck, the body, the wood graining.Everything screamed ‘beautiful 

"Want to play?" Jimmy asked, motioning for me to sit down on one of the stools. All | could do was comply, 
making myself comfortable on the leather cushion. "I don't know if | can" | whispered, looking u at Jimmy, the 
‘deer in headlights’ now on me. He smiled softly, patting my knee and nodding as if to say ‘yes you can’ 

| was nervous. My palms were becoming cold and moist. | could barely feel my fngertips. | was subtly shivering. 
‘Jesus christ Letti! Get. A. Hold. Of. Yourself! 

Jimmy smoothly slipped the guitar strap over my head, his fingers accidentally brush over my cheek. He 
grasped my hair in his hands and removed it from underneath the strap. | blushed. "There you are." He said 
gently, stepping back to sit on the other stool. "Now, | want to see you play." 

| don't know what to play.” 

"Play anything.” 


| paused for a long second. Weighing excuses in my mind. ‘What a typical virgoan. Quit being a hypochondriac 
and just play dammit! My concious chastised me. 


| bit my lip nervously, lifting my hands to get a feel for the neck and the lower half. | took a deep breath, 
attempting to cool my nerves. As | looked up from the guitar, | noticed Jimmy was watching me intently. He 


was sitting impeccably close. Not even a foots distance. My fingers felt completely numb, and as | tried to coax 


them to life, | huffed and gave up. 
“Jimmy | can't." 


"Why not?" He sounded genuinely concerned. | laughed nervously. "Because, I'm nervous and my fingers are 
freezing." | said, a little too sharply than | would have liked. When | glanced off to the side, | felt a softness 


grasp my hands from my lap. 


"Here." He whispered soothingly, taking my hands and neatly folding them between his. He brought them to his 
mouth, and looking at me one last time, as if asking permission, he began to blow on them. | felt the stiff 
coldness in my fingers dissipate as his warm breath travelled over them. "Jimmy." | began, but he looked up 


from his work and gave me a wink. "Sh, love. We all can't play right if our fingers are against us. Even | know 


this." 
| nodded in agreement. 


We went on like that for a few more moments, but for me it felt like hours with just him steadily blowing his 
warm breath over my fingers, his thumbs tracing imaginary circles over mine. 


"There you are." He put my left hand in hs right, and placed it over the neck of the guitar. He lingered with 
my right, and, to my shock, brought it to his mouth and kissed it, his lips a ghost of a whisper. 


"Now play.” 

All | could think about then was playing was Robert Johnson's ‘Crossroads. Of course, playing it electric was 
sort of unorthodox, | looked up from my playing to see Jimmy gazing at me with an intrigued expression, his 
brow furrowed in thought. 

As | rolled along, | began to hum the lyrics slightly. Singing and playing guitar simutaneously was never as easy 
as it was then and there. But for some reason, Jimmy's presence made me comfortable, More confident than 
I'd ever been. As the verses came and went, | began to sing. And for awhile, | could have sworn | heard Jimmy 


hummng along with me. 


When I'd finished, | studied Jimmy's face for any sort of reaction And all | got were awe-filled emeralds. 


"What?" | asked sheepishly. He just kept staring at me. Dumbfounded. 
He jumped, and began to clap his hands. Lightly at first, but then louder, echoing throughout the room. 


"Brava.brava. Absolutely stunning, you are. | better watch my back, you might just put me out of business.” 


He praised. | rolled my eyes and began to softly fiddle around. ‘All Along The Watchtower’ came to mind, and | 
messed about. "Suck up." | muttered, mostly to myself. "I am not! | was just being honest." He defended, a slight 


smirk on his face. "You are amazing." 
"Thank you." 


"Your very welcome, love. Anytime." He said, crossing one leg over the other and leaning closer to me. Suddenly, 


| got an idea. 


"Your turn" 


